BACK     IX     THE     HOUSE     OF     COMMONS          121

We read in the Press that trouble was brewing there, but that had
little significance for the man in the street, who thought of it as a
barbarous country where they were always having tribal wars.
Little did he realise that there the seeds were being sown out of
which would grow World War Number Two. The village of
Wall Wall is not marked on most maps, but when the Italians
exploited an incident there, to work up a quarrel with the Abyssinian
Emperor, it became clear to me a serious position was likely to
develop, Abyssinia was a member of the League of Nations, and
her Emperor wisely decided to refer the dispute to the Assembly
that was meeting that September. I had had my summer holiday,
but I remember saying to my wife that this would be the real test
of the effectiveness of the League: if it should fail another war
would be inevitable. I therefore decided to go to Geneva forthwith
and see the League in session and watch how it dealt with the situa-
tion. I went to Cooks and asked how I was to get there in time,
and was advised to take a plane. I had never done any flying,
and though it sounds absurd these days, my wife regarded it as a
somewhat dangerous adventure, and insisted on my son driving
me down to Croydon to see me off. As it turned out, it was not
without risk. We had not been up for long before the plane
appeared to be making for a hill, though I could see the English
Channel glistening in the distance. It was a French plane and there
was a rushing to and fro that indicated that something was afoot*
I asked the conductor if there was anything wrong and received
the encouraging reply that everything was wrong and the petrol
tank was leaking and we were going to make a forced landing,
We came down at Lympne Aerodrome quite safely, but had to stay
there a couple of hours until a relief plane came and took us to
Paris, where we were informed we had missed the connection to
Lyons. However, a special plane was put on and -we proceeded
on our journey. When we had been flying for some time I noticed
that the earth was completely disappearing from sight and I timidly
asked a fellow passenger if we were not flying too high. He replied
that he had often made the journey, but never remembered flying
so high before. So he put his head into the pilot's cabin and asked
the reason for this high altitude, and received the explanation that
he had never made this trip before, and was flying high as a pre-
caution! However, we made Lyons safely, where we again found
we had missed our connection. We therefore remained with our
inexperienced pilot, but made a magnificent flight over the Jura,
and in brilliant sunshine descended smoothly and saffely into the
lovely Geneva valley.

Geneva was packed to overflowing.   Fortunately, John Harris,
familiarly known as Aboriginy Harris because of Ms secretaryship